T he moft lamentable T ragtdie 

Enter If 'ill Kempt. 

Peter, Mufitions, oh Mufitions, harts cafe, harts csfe, 

O, aad you will haueme line, play hearts cafe. 

E idler. Why harts eafe; 

'Peter, O Mufitions,becaufe my hart it felfe plaies,myhart 

0 play me fome mertie diunpe to comfort me. (f s f u jj. 

Minfirels, Not a d ump we,tis no time to play now, 

Pet, You will not then’ 

Mtn. No. 

Pet, I will then giae it ycu foundly. 

Aim. What will you giue vsf 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleefce. 

1 will giue you the Minftrell. 

Min, Then will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Pet, Then will 1 lay the feruing creatures dagger on your 
pate.I will carie no Crochets, ile re you,ilefa 
You, do you note me? 

Mm. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs, 
z CM. Pray you put vp your dagger,and put outyour wit, 
Then h aue a t y o u wi th my wi t, • . 

Peter. I w ill drie-bea te v ou with an yron wit, and put vpmy 
Anfweremeiikemen, (yron dagger. 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound, then muhque 
with her filucr found. 

Why filuer found, why mufickewith her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling; 

Mm, Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath afweetfound. 

Pet, Prateft, what fay you Hugh Rcbick’ 

2 ,M, 1 fay liluer found,becaufc Mufitions found for filuer. 
Pet. Pratelf to,whatfay you lames found pofl; 
j.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet. O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will (ay for you j iti* mufickewith her filuerfoundy 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no gold for founding: 

Then Mufickewith her filuer found yvhh fpeedy hclpe doth 
lend redrdle, Exit. 

Min- 


of Borneo and Iuliet, 

What apeftilent knaueis this fame? 

Mr-. Hang him lacke , come weelein here , tatne for the 

Mourners, and flay dinner, 

Enter Romeo* 

Ro. If Imay mift the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefagefomeioyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes L*fit$ lightly in his throne: 

Andall this day an vnaccuftomd fpirir, 

Lifrsme abouc the ground with cheerefull thoughrs* 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man lcaue to thinke* • 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 
Ahme,howfwcetisloueit felfe polleft. 

When but loucsfhadowes arc fo rich in toy* 

Enter Romeos mart. 

Newes from Verona , how now Bahha^er ? 

Doft thounotbringmeLettersfromrhe Frier? 

How doth my Lady, is my Father well? 

How doth my Lady Iuliet} that I aske againe^ - 
For nothing can be ill* iffhe be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well, and nothing can be ilk 
Her body fleepcs in Cape/s monument, 

Andhcrimmortall part with Angels hues, 

I few her laid low in her kindreds vault, 

Andprcfently tooke poifeto tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefc ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir . 

Ro. Is i t euenfo? then I denic you ftarres* 
Thouknoweftmy lodging, get me inlce andpaper. 

And hire poll horfes, 1 will hence to night* 

Man. I dobefecch you fir, haue patience: 

Your lo okes arepalcand wildland do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Ro. Tulh thou art deceiud, 

Lcaue me, and do the thing I bid thee do* 
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